n8        THE THINGS WE ARE

" You can't possibly get out of it."
" But we'd planned, you remember . . ."
Felicia remembered perfectly ; she had been
waiting to see what he would do.   They were
to have gone together on his first holiday in
the year.   She wanted to see whether she
also could live on a pound a week.

" Couldn't you come, too ? " he said doubt-

" I'm afraid Mr. Boston doesn't like me."

" But he's never seen you." There was
not much conviction in his voice. " Only
that one evening," he said.

" And he's never shown the faintest desire
to see me since, Bett."

" But he never wanted to see me even. If
I hadn't persisted ..."

" You think I might persist as well. He
might learn to tolerate me," she laughed ;
but Boston's indifference had always vexed
her, and it vexed her now.

" I think he's changed. He wouldn't have
sent that telegram, unless . . /' he argued.
Felicia was half convinced, That telegram
was certainly the best thing she had heard
about Boston. Before she Had always re-
sented Bettington's fidelity ; she said to
herself (though never to him) that he had no